And through the door anon I must take flight,

Or else I'm lost, unless, indeed, that I

Be like a young wild lion, foolhardy.

I .know well she will make me kill, one day,

Some neighbour man and have to run away.

For I am dangerous with a knife in hand,

Albeit that I dare not her withstand;

For she's big of arm, and wickedly inclined,

As anyone who crosses her will find.

But let us leave that doleful subject here.

"My lord the monk," said he, "be%of good cheer
For you shall tell a tale, and verily.
Lo, Rochester is standing there hard byl
Ride up, my own liege lord, break not our game,
But, by my truth, I do not know your name,
Whether I ought to call you lord Don John,
Or Don Thomas, or else Don Albion?
Of what house are you, by your father's kin?
I vow to God you have a right fair skin;
It is a noble pasture where you're most;
You are not like a penitent or ghost.
Upon my faith, you are some officer,
Some worthy sexton, or a cellarer,
For by my father's soul, I guess, in sum,
You are a master when you are at home.
No cloisterer or novice can you be:
A wily governor you seem to me,
And therewithal a man of brawn and bone.
A person of some consequence you've grown,
I pray that God confound the silly fool
That put you first in a religious school;
You would have been a hen-hopper, all right!
Had you as good a chance as you have might
To work your lust in good engendering;
Why, you'd beget full many a mighty thing,
Alas! Why do you wear so wide a cope?
God give me sorrow but, if I were pope,
Not only you, but every mighty man,
Though he were shorn full higE upon the pan,
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